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Chapter I- Autumn (967 


There was a time a while back.. not too long ago; only a few years.. when the evil creature who lumbered onto 
the stage for thousands of screaming fans had been nothing more than a boy on the edge of adulthood who 
had grown up in a family of pastors. A time when he had turned his head in attention to the name Vincent 
Furnier. A time when the most shocking thing he had ever done was accidentally swear in front of his mother. 
There was a time, only a few years ago.. when all he had wanted was to be a rock star. The years were kind 
to Vince's career and to his wallet; nothing else. Not to his body, and not to his mind. Truly, there's nobody to 
blame for the way things turned into the way they are now. No one except me and that stupid board. | never 
thought it could become such a menace.. | bought it for 50 cents at a garage sale.. the edges were frayed, 
and there was a leg missing from the wooden pointer. It looked like a toy, a game, nothing else. And that's what 
| thought when | put down my dollar in the gnarled old hand on the other side of the plastic fold-out table. It 


looked like something fun we could do while wasting time, pretending to be rehearsing in Dennis's garage. 
Mystifying oracle.. wonderful talking board 


Sounded like the perfect thing for five guys to play with while drinking. So | brought it to the garage on that 


crisp autumn afternoon after work, nestled snugly under my arm, with my drumsticks in the other hand. In all 
honesty, | was a bit late to practice, and I'd get thrown under the bus a little for not being there to keep the 
time. Tough shit. They could wait five minutes for me to look at a garage sale on the way there. As expected, 
guitars were already being tuned and straps were being slung over shoulders when | shoved open the sticky 


side door to the Dunaway family garage. 
"Dude, you're late.” 
The expected, obviously well-rehearsed first words (maybe even more rehearsed than our actual material). 


"You haven't even started yet. How long do you think it takes to plug in drums?" | chuckled, tossing the board 
to the side as | slid onto the short, well-worn stool behind the weathered kit. 


"You're still late." Vince had pouted, stretching his long arms over his head. "There's no room for error in the 


big times." 


"And that's why we're only five guys in a garage instead of the American Beatles. Besides, I'm only late cause | 
picked up something for us to do afterwards." | yawned, pointing a stick at the old box beside the wall. Mike 
cocked his head to read the small letters on the side. 


"Wee-ja? The fuck is that?" He groaned. "Is it like a foreign game?" 


"The old guy said you can use it to contact the dead. Sounded sorta cool" | shrugged, twirling a stick absent- 
mindedly. 


"Are you guys just gonna sit around all night arguing? We do have studio time coming up, and | don't know 
about you, but I'd rather not make an ass of myself in front of the technicians." Dennis rolled his eyes, 
plucking the thick strings on his bass to check the tuning. 


"We sit around all night anyway. We've got everything covered for the first single, so get your panties out of 
a bunch." | teased, winking at him. Dennis blushed a little and looked down. If you listened closely, you could have 


possibly heard him mutter "fuck off" under his breath. 


"We're losing daylight, gents!" Vince called, taking his natural-born position of leader. There was a reason that 
he was he front man, besides the fact that he was the lead singer. He had the charisma, the look. He looked 
more like a rock star than any of us, even if he was only in his work clothes. A t shirt and raggedy jeans that 
were more threads than actual fabric. He just radiated pep and excitement. He made you want to be around 
him. And the guys usually listened when he bossed them around, even if they wouldn't have to anyone else. 


Not even their own mothers. 
"Which one are we starting with today, Mr. Boss Man?" Glen joked, slinging his guitar strap over his shoulder. 


"Not sure. Demis is right.. our studio time is coming up pretty soon." Vince murmured, nibbling on the pinky 


finger of his glove. A nervous habit that he seemed to do right before singing at every rehearsal and every 
gig. 


"Then let's open our repertoire. We've got two main songs, but what if they flop when we actually record 
them. We gotta get a backup" | threw in my two cents to the discussion, which went on and on for a few 
more back-and-forths. It was usually harder to actually decide on a song than to play it. No one could ever 
agree on something. Glen would want to solo, so he always insisted on playing something fast and heavy. Dennis 
was the worrywart, so he always wanted to do the smart thing, regardless if he even enjoyed the song or not. 
Mike was too laid back to care. | liked the songs that had a good beat that was easy to count to. And Vince.. 
he just tried his hardest to keep everyone together. And he did it, too. The band would have probably broken 
up thousands of times if he hadn't been there to keep everyone sane and happy. In retrospect, that sort of 
responsibility had probably had a hell of a toll on his mind. It would have for me. Unfortunately, none of us 
could see that in time. Not even when we had decided to take a "break" for a few minutes (a load of bullcrap. 


Once the sticks are down, | don't pick them back up until next rehearsal). 


The minifridge was cracked open on cue, and beers were passed from hand to hand until four cans had sprung 
foam from the tops. Vince had passed, as per usual. Grown man, and he was still worried about what his 
mother would say if he had stumbled back into the house with alcohol on his breath. We didn't mind the 
sobriety; it was kind of nice to have a designated driver without having to make arrangements beforehand. It 


didn't stop us from trying to peer pressure him into even taking one sip. But he always refused politely. 


"Just one, man. It'll help you lighten up. Get that stick out of your ass." Glen was always the one to push 
hardest. | think it was just because he wanted to see what would happen if Vince did get drunk What kind of 
drunk he'd be and everything. Almost like an experiment for him, | guess. | gotta hand it to the kid, he knows 
how to stand his ground. 


"If | get drunk, who's gonna pull your butt out of the gutter when you crash on the way home? Mike?" Vince 
chuckled, jerking a thumb in the direction of the guitarist. Mike, who was occupied observing the Oujia board 


box. 


“This thing's supposed to talk to the dead, right? What if we asked it what we should name the band?" He 


murmured dazedly. 


"Slow your row, sailor. We gotta figure out how it works first. Care to do the honours, Neal?" Dennis ripped 
the box from Mike's hands and tossed it to me, making it sail majestically into my lap. Unwilling to speak 
through a mouthful of beer | nodded and lifted the decrepit, water-stained cardboard cover from the box, 
revealing a small wooden board with a few splinters missing, as well as the small pointer with a grimey circle 
of glass in the middle. Under the board were a few simple instructions, half smeared away from years of 
storage. Essentially, the lights had to be turned off, and everyone present had to participate by placing their 
fingers on the pointer. The spirit would move it around to show letters and numbers under the glass to spell 


things out. Seemed simple enough. Getting five-way participation would be slightly trickier. 


| slid the board to the middle of the room, placing the pointer in the middle of the board. 


"Everyone gather around. We're talkin’ with the dead tonight!" | chuckled, pulling Mike from his perch on the 


raggedy garage couch and onto the floor, much to his displeasure. 
"Okay, but if someone here gets possessed, it's not my fault" He yawned, getting to his knees beside me. 


"No one's getting possessed. It's just for fun" Vince assured him. He paused for a moment, the confidence in 


his voice fading. "Right, Neal?" 
"OF course, man. It's just for fun" 


It was a lie | had believed at the time. If | had known better, | wouldn't have told him. | wouldn't have pulled 
Mike off the couch to join me kneeling on the floor. | wouldn't have even bought the damn thing in the first 
place. But these were all things | did do, because | didn't know any better. The foolishness of youth is a pricey 
thing. Though in this case, one of my best friends payed a price with something other than money in exchange 
for my misguided ways. As I'm scribbling this down in a lined notebook, l'm just hoping someone or something 
can read this and not blame him for what happened. Blame me instead. It's my fault. | just hope | get the whole 
story out before I'm found.. 


Chapter 2- Autumn [96], literally moments after 
chapter one 


The lights were off and four drunks with one sober were kneeled around an old plywood board. Was it even 
plywood? Probably not. Who would waste wood on a game meant for children? The only light seeped in through 


the garage door windows from the late afternoon sun setting behind the line of houses across the street. 


"Oh, great Ouijal Show us your presence!" | called dramatically, closing my eyes as | looked up towards the 


ceiling. 

"Nothing's happening, man" Mike protested, seeming bored with the board already. 

"Your hands aren't on it. It doesn't think you actually believe." | whispered, giving him a solid punch in the 
shoulder. He made a small noise of displeasure and placed his fingers on the edge of the pointer with the other 


eight hands. 


"Grace us with your presence, wise Ouija We summon you to appear with us!" | called up again. This time, | 


could swear the pointer moved a little. 

"Am | losing my shit, or did that thing move?" Dennis whispered nervously. 

"You're losing your shit" Glen winked. "There's no such thing as ghosts." 

"You can't tell me that that thing didn't move." Demis insisted, his voice shaking a little. "| know you felt it too." 
"Spirit, what is your name?" | asked, trying to interrupt the two of them before a full-on drunken ruckus 
broke out. The small pointer definitely moved this time, sliding slowly to the letter ‘A’. Three screams shook 
the garage as well as two loud gasps as we all fell back from the board. 

"You didn't move it, did you?" 

"No! | thought you did!" 

"| didnt!" 

| thought Mike moved it!" 


"Shut up, fucker! | didn't move it!" 


"Someone did!" 


Once the screams and accusations had flown and run their course, five sets of eyes turned to the board. The 


pointer was still sitting on the letter ‘A’ and hadn't moved since the five of us had stood up. 

"It wasn't... Couldn't have been." Vince murmured. 

"Signs point to ghosts, man" Dennis whispered, taking a few extra steps backwards. 

"We can't just leave it there! The spirit is still in the room with us. It's not going to leave until we tell it to..." 
Glen sighed, sitting back down beside the board. | swallowed nervously and sat down across from him at the 
board. 

"Glen's right. It's not leaving until we tell it or ask it to leave. We're having enough bad luck in this band 
without a spirit haunting us. Personally, | don't want to have even more trouble getting gigs, do you?" | asked, 
tiredly. Wordlessly, they all sat down one by one, placing their fingers on the pointer. As soon as the final one 
was in place, the pointer slowly moved again. Crossing the board to a new letter. 

"L-I-C-E"" Vince read out. "It's name is Lice?" 

"You're forgetting the A." Glen pointed out. 


"So it's Alice. Girl ghost." Mike nodded thoughtfully. "Wonder what she looked like..." 


"Thinking of joining the necrophilia community?" | teased, winking at him. Although it was hard to tell in the 


dark, | could swear Mike was blushing as he mumbled in irritation 
"Its not stopping.” Vince's noticing snapped our attention back to the board as it continued selecting letters. 


"C-0-is that a second 0? P-E-R." Vince looked up at the rest of us. "We're talking with an Alice Cooper or 
Coper, depending on if that little nudge was a second 0 or not" He shrugged. 


"What should we ask her?" | looked around at the four faces of my bandmates who were slowly getting used 


to the idea 
"Where did she live? How'd she die?" Glen put in, looking like the most enthusiastic out of them 
"Alice, where did you live? How did you die?" | asked the board, closing my eyes for extra drama 
"S-A-L-E-M-W-I-T-C-H" Vince read out: "What does that mean?" 


"She must have been convicted of witchcraft during the witch burnings in Salem." Dennis murmured. "One of 


the only things | remember from history class." 


"Who knew school would be good for something someday?" Mike laughed. 


"Were you actually a witch?" Vince asked, taking over the questions from me. 


The pointer slid quickly to the word 'Yes' at the top, then continued moving without us asking questions. /-W-/- 
LLR- TURN 


"What does that mean?" Mike cocked his head in confusion. 
"Beats the hell out of me" Glen sighed. "Maybe she's going for a glass of water." 
"Ghosts don't need water." Vince declared confidently. 


"And what makes you the ghost expert?" Dennis asked with a raised eyebrow. Our singer seemed to deflate 


slightly after being spoken to directly. 

"I-uh... not sure. | just know. Besides, they're dead. Why would they need water?" He covered up quickly 
"Alice, are you still with us?" | asked the dark ceiling, The pointer didnt budge. 

"Looks like she's gone, wherever she went" Glen sighed 

"Hts cool, though. We talked to a ghost. How many guys can say that?" Mike asked happily. 

"Not many" | grinned, setting the board back in the box 


“Alice Cooper." Vince murmured, leaning back on his palms. "What if we named the band after her? It sounds 


so sweet and innocent..." 
Four heads turned towards him incredulously. 
‘Isn't that the image we're NOT going for?" Glen pointed out. 


"Exactly." Vince grinned, getting to his feet slowly. "Alice Cooper... the sweet girl next door. Her family hosts 
barbeques in the summer for all the families in the neighborhood. But underneath all that shine, her room is a 
dark satanic sanctuary. No one expects it of such a good girl. But she has a surprise for everyone. And so do 


we. 


What had been confusion and distaste slowly morphed into sick pleasure on all our faces. We had hardly even 
noticed it came from Vince. It was hardly ever him who came up with ideas for the show. He occasionally 

wrote lyrics and sometimes even music for them, but the show itself wasn't his idea. Not the spiders or the 
makeup or the blood and gore. None of it came from his mind. And he still constantly worried that his family 
would attend or hear about one of our shows through someone who had attended, getting him into trouble. It 


wasn't like him, but we were all too spooked already to notice. 


This story is going to be full of "should've's, "would've"s and "ought to's. Mostly things | should have, would 
have or ought to have done or said. And it's equally full of things | didn't do or say. Fully and completely, it's a 
story of regret. Out of all the things | do regret, however, writing down what happened in this dirty, crumpled 
notebook won't be one of them. So the past isn't repeated. The sky hasn't been blue in hours. That's when the 
panicking started in the streets. Twenty minutes ago (has it been that long?) the sun turned red and started 
bleeding through the sky. | only bring this up because if | don't want the past repeated, | want the survivors 
who read this to know the consequences of what happened.. 


Chapter 3- Late Winter [967 


It was weeks before | thought of the Ouija board again. It hadn't crossed my mind since | had closed it and 
tossed it to the side in the garage. | knew | had taken it home and stashed it somewhere. | didn't care or even 
think to care until | pulled it out of its hiding place in my room. The only reason | had taken it out in the first 
place was to pack for my move to LA with the band. Looking back, | should have put it back, forgotten about it 
and left it behind. Never given it another thought. But | didn’t. | decided to throw it into a box of my things. | 
figured | had payed money for it, no point in wasting hard-earned money. So the board crossed through the 
state line between hot-as-balls Arizona to hot-as-ever-living-fuck California with me and the guys. It was 
around l0 miles past the border when we made our third break for gas and grub. None of us really needed to 
stretch our legs, but the milage on Glen's van was absolutely horrible. So we all got out with separate missions 
in mind; Glen was gassing up, Mike was making a bathroom break, Dennis was on the hunt for snacks, which 


left Vince and | to compare prices on different beverages. 


"Our snacking budget is running out. We've got to prioritize the essentials." | murmured, walking up and down 


the cooler at the back of the room. "I'd say water, but it's so expensive around he-" 
"Beer." Vince cut me off. 


| looked up at him, an eyebrow raised in confusion. "Beer? Dude, as far as | know, you've never had a beer in 


your life. Why the sudden interest?" 


‘Im finally free. | want to kill off my brain cells with some fermented wheat juice." He insisted, his voice 


slightly more monotonous than | would have expected for such a declaration. 

"Uh, okay.." | reached into the cooler and pulled out two six packs. "This should do us for the rest of the trip. 
We're only a few hours outside of LA County." Vince nodded expressionlessly and followed me to the counter 

where Dennis had his armload of snacks; some salty and some sweet, but none of them healthy. He looked at 


my cans in the same shock | had looked at Vince when he suggested it. 


"Is Vincey cool with that?" He asked, glancing down at the beer pointedly. | shrugged, placing it on the counter 
with his snacks. 


"He suggested it" | leaned in closer to Dennis, out of Vince's earshot. "I think something's wrong with him." 


"Why? Sure, the beer thing is a little weird, but it's probably because he's finally moved out. Celebrating n 
stuff" 


‘Its not just the beer thing. He's been acting weird for weeks. He's not himself." | mused, more to myself than 


Dennis. 


"Yeah, how so?" 


"He's gotten quieter. He doesn't argue as much. He stares into the distance more, like he's trippin balls all the 


time. But you know Vince, if he ever tripped, it was because his altar server robe was too long." 


Dennis gave a half-hearted chuckle. "He's nervous. The mama's boy is nervous that he has to take care of 


himself for the first time in his life. Has he ever been away from her for more than a week before?" 


"Two weeks." Vince answered for me. | jumped a little at the remembrance that he was still there and could 
most likely hear our conversation as it unrolled. "Bible camp, remember? To purge my soul of the evils of this 
world" He surveyed both our stupefied faces momentarily before turning on his heel slowly and walking out of 


the store. 
Dennis turned to me, the confusion plastered thickly across his face. 


"Yeah, there's something fucked up with that boy. What is wrong with him?" He hissed, jerking his thumb in 
the direction of the glass doors of the store. 


"lim going to find out. That's not a nervous thing; that's a fucked-in-the-head thing. | declared, picking up the 
beer from the counter. The rest of the drive to LA was a little swervy, since | had forgotten the biggest 
booze hound among us had elected to drive the whole way. Maybe a little misjudgement on my part, but | was 
a little too weirded out by the new face of Vince to think properly. When the cans were cracked open in the 
van, Vince just stared at everyone blankly, can in hand, then popped open the tab and chugged back the 
contents quickly. Not quite how | pictured Vince's first beer to go. Almost like he was just watching how 
everyone else did it before he could understand and copy what they did. If | had been more knowledgeable on 
the subject of aliens, | probably could have seen the signs. He seemed to be watching us, observing us. He'd 
gotten quieter and more spacey. Done things he'd never done before, seemingly just because we were doing 
them. We weren't even pushing him into anything. All these puzzle pieces were sitting on the table, and my 


innocent, idiot brain wasn't making the connection 


| do really have to stop going into so much detail about my feelings on the subject. All the survivors | can find 
and | are hiding in the bottom of a parking garage. Not totally sure how much time is left, but its not looking 
good.. 


Chapter 4- Summer [968 


A few weeks after we made base camp in LA, things hadn't quite picked up yet. We could play a few gigs, but 
there would be few people showing up, and next to none staying until the end. Vince had really taken to the idea 
of being named after a little witch and started responding to the name ‘Alice’. It didn't help that thats what 
everyone called him, assuming we were "Alice's" backup band. It didn't really matter to us; it was a given with 
having a guy like him be such a bombastic frontman. We knew what we had signed up for. So there was no 
jealousy, and no hard feelings. We still called him Vince, and he still responded to it as well, but more in a 
"right, that's my birth name" kind of way, and not in the way he whirled his head around if someone called for 
Alice at his back. Which is what someone did as we were packing up dejectedly from one gig. We had 
successfully cleaned out the joint ten minutes into our set, causing the manager to be rather pissed off at us 
and claiming we weren't going to be paid a damn cent. Mike had taken it upon himself to be our representation 
and argue with the manager that "we played, and we played well. It's not our fault your clientele has shitty 
taste in music!" 


His arguing was cut off from across the room as a man yelled for "Alice" and started sprinting towards the 


stage. 
"Sorry, man. We're closing up early." Glen told him, a sad twinge in his voice. 


‘I'm not here to listen, I'm here to talk to you guys. I've heard all | need to." The guy panted, trying to get a 
hold of himself. "Shep Gordon. I've got a few questions to ask you boys." Mike gave up on his trying to get us 
money and joined the group huddle around Shep. 


"What kind of questions?" He asked, an eyebrow raised above a set of crossed arms. Shep straightened himself 
and pulled a business card out of his breast pocket. 


"Are you the manager?" He asked, handing Mike the small card. 


"Just guitar." Mike corrected He studied the card closely, squinting at the small print. "Professional Music 
Manager, hmm?" He read out. Shep nodded excitedly. 


"You guys all have an energy onstage that | haven't seen anywhere else in a long time. You aren't just 
musicians; you're entertainers, performers! You're just missing the right direction in which to put that energy. 
You cleared the place tonight, but if you spun that energy in the right direction, you could fill the place. Then 
you could fill bigger places. You just need someone to spin your energy." Shep explained. He sounded more like a 
businessman than a manager, but he had pep. He really was enthusiastic about this idea he had. 


"And you're the guy who's gonna do that?" | asked, doubting the validity of his words a little. 


"Not me. I've got a producer in mind who could turn you guys into a sensation You're just the sound he's 


looking for." 


"And you're the manager who wants to cut in, introduce us to him and reap the 10% when we make it big?" 


Dennis asked, only the slightest hint of a joking tone in his voice. Shep laughed anyway. 
"You caught me. But I'll cut you all a deal since I've got faith in you. I'll only take 1%" 


"We'll talk it over tonight and call you in the morning." | put in before anyone else could say anything else. I'd 
read up a few things about how to pick a manager. Step one was to never sound too eager; give them a night 
to wait, so you can test their patience a little. Shep must have heard that line before, as he seemed to deflate 


slightly. 


"Sure thing, I'll be waiting for your call. Have a good night, gents." He bowed out of the semicircle we had 


formed around him and started on his way across the bar to the exit. 

Only once the doors were firmly shut did anyone move. 

"Guys! He wants to manage usl" Mike nearly screamed, only restraining himself ever so slightly. 
"And he wants to do it for only 1%!" Dennis joined in his jubilation. 


"Which is 3% less than the 10% status quo we were expecting." Vince added, his voice sounding only slightly 
more excited than if he had just gotten news his dog died. The atmosphere dimmed slightly in confusion at his 
lack of excitement, but was quickly forgotten 


"Tonight, we're not just gonna party, we're gonna celebrate!” Glen cheered, snapping shut the lid of his guitar 
case. "Get packed, I've got a treat for all of us at the flat. I'll bring the van around." He ran across the barren 
bar, keys jangling in his pocket and case banging across his legs. None of us were really paying attention to 
anything or anyone except our own instruments and the happiness in the air. | couldn't do much with my 
meagre kit until the van arrived, so | had more time to just enjoy the moment. As well as notice Vince standing 
off to the side, staring blankly. He was nearing my last straw. The weird behavior, the blank stares, hardly 
saying anything, and when he did, it was choppy and bland and not like the Vince | knew at all. | decided right 
then and there that as soon as we got back to the flat, | was going to find out what was going on for sure. 
Not just theorizing it. Making ideas and brushing them off helped nothing and no one. | only wish | had gotten 
the gumption to ask properly weeks before instead of just talking about it behind his back. In retrospect, those 
weeks were probably the breaking point that got me into the position | am now. That all the survivors are in 
now. The supplies are running low and there haven't been any screams from outside in many hours. Maybe 
there are other survivor camps no one knows about.. But as of yet, no one's willing to go check No one wants 
to risk their lives for the group just yet. No one's feeling like a hero. | can't blame them.. | don't feel like a 
hero yet either. But we'll find out.. 


A Short Break From The Notebook To Bring You A Scene 
Inside Vince's Head 


“Inside The Mind Of Vincent Furnier, Shortly After The Ouija Board Incident Of 1967~ 

Hello, Vincent 

What the fudge? Why is there a voice in my head besides my own? 

Call rt magic, call it a sign from the beyond, its your choice. Im here to tell you about an exciting new opportunity. 
Not interested 


Hear me out, Vince. You could have a chance to get the band going Like, really going well. Shall | go on? 


Hl take that as a yes. | can make you rich and famous beyond your wildest dreams. Scarier than Dracula and more 


unwholesome than the devil 

| don't want to be unwholesome. And definitely not more unwholesome than the devil. 

Lighten up, tightass. Everyone in rock today is tripping on acid foo much to do anything other than wear bright 
colours and play happy songs. What the world needs right now is to be shown whats what. You can do that, Vince. 
No one else frightens children before they sleep. It's a niche market. If you can just get a producer on board who 
can see the same things you do, you've got a hole in one. 

So what do you want with me? 

Permission to make all your dreams come true. You want fo be a superstar dont you? 

Well, yeah, but- 

Then don’t argue. Just give me permission. 


Permission for what? | don't even know what you are, or why you're in my head. 


Pardon my lack of manners. Ive been a little cooped up for the past few centuries My name is Alice Cooper. You 
may have seen my words on that silly game you were playing 


That was you? | didn't know we actually contacted a spirit using the board.. 


| contacted YOU, meathead Ive been following that board around since it was manufactured Haunting it, if you will 
Just waiting for the right group to sit and have a chat with 


Why us? 

Specifically, | contacted you, Vince. Youve got the most potential out of anyone in your band. You hardly need 
them. Sure, they can play instruments, but if a high school cross-country team can play instruments, any baboons 
can. But you've got the charisma they don't have. Pep. Zip. All those other fucking words kids these days use. 


You really mean it? 


What would be the benefit of me lying? Im trying to be nice here. Make a good future investment. | don’t want to 
make the dreams of any old sap come true. | picked you. Youre a good, clean kid And | want to make men want 
fo be you and women want to be with you. So what do you say, Vince? Are you up for the deal? 


How does me being famous benefit you? 


The centuries get lonely. If you agree fo if, | get to push you along in the night direction from inside your head. No 
biggie. Like shaking a magic 8-ball that can actually predict the future and lives inside you. All you have to do is 


agree. 


No tricks? 

None. 

| won't explode if | say yes? 

Not unless you explode yourself using combustible methods. 

Then | agree. Make me rich, make me famous, do whatever you have to do. 


As you wish, Mr. Furnier.. 


Chapter 5- September 1969 


Author's Notes: 
Alice Cooper Rock And Roll Revival Performance 


Since | know most people probably haven't seen this legendary performance. 


The first album went by without much incident or hullabaloo (besides the fact that we accidentally woke up 
Frank Zappa by playing in his front yard at Tam. He signed us anyway, said he dug our sound). | thought the 
album could have gone better, but hey, it's an album in the can and two more to go on our contract. After 
that, we had to fend for ourselves in the wilderness of the music industry. The album got to 193 on the 
charts and promptly fell flat on its ass again. The best thing to come out of it was an invite to a music 
festival in Canada. The Toronto Rock And Roll Revival, it was called. Sounded impressive. Enough so that John 
Lennon himself, fresh out of the Beatles, was going to be performing as well. Dropping names like that had 
gotten the band pretty hyped on the drive up. My confrontation with Vince had gotten me nowhere. He'd say 
nothing was wrong, everything was fine and normal. His story never flinched; his features unbroken. Like he 
was staring me down in a western, except neither of us was going to be shot in the end. He just wanted to 
establish dominance. And he still was. His features were a solid as stone, unmoving and unchanging as he wrote 
slowly in the notebook balanced on his knee, much like how I'm doing right now. No one was allowed to read 
what he had written, lest they face his newfound wrath; only hear it once he decided to read it to us. They 
were song lyrics for the most part. Some were short poems that could be lyrics with a little tweaking. But 
none of them were like anything | had heard before. They were.. demented. He wasn't preaching peace and love 
like all the hippies of California were anymore. He was preaching death and decay and insects eating away at 
human flesh. He wasn't Vince. That was one fact | knew for certain if | knew any. Whatever used to be inside 
his mind was either hiding or completely destroyed. He could deny it all he wanted, but | was sure of it. I'd die 
certain (truth be told, that still looks like a possibility at this point). 


We mostly kept to ourselves in the van, sometimes making small chitchat, and sometimes sharing a beer or 
two, but most of the drive was spent in awkward silence. Everyone could tell that Vince wasn't himself 
anymore, and to be frank, it's almost a relief that | didn't have to be the only one who was sure of it. The 
other guys had nudged me pointedly whenever he did something so blatantly un-Vince-like, or whispered 
stories to me about what happened. It was decided that soon we would have an intervention. Most likely after 
the Toronto gig, or maybe on the way back from it. Purely because we didn't want Vince to feel so alienated 
that he quit right before one of the biggest performances of our lives. The only thing worse than him looming 
over us with murder in his eyes would be us chickening out in front of thousands of people. So the 


intervention was set and no one spoke a word about it after that. 


We arrived at the main stage only hours before we were slotted to go on, thanks to unexpected delays, 
courtesy of Glen's going-on-ancient van sputtering and smoking where it shouldn't at various places down the 
midwest highways. The festival up until that point was the biggest cacophony of styles | had ever heard of and 


expected I'd ever hear in my life. Due to our late arrival time, we were a little bit rushed getting everything 


ready. Mike was pawing through everyone's luggage for his electric tuner (how that man couldn't tune by ear 
yet was beyond me), Glen was trying to calm his nerves by pacing laps around the van (which not only 
irritated, but was shortening the nerves of everyone else), Dennis and | were still unpacking and checking my 


kit, and Vince was nowhere in sight, therefore, nowhere in mind. Though he should have been. 


It wasn't until hours later, once we were in the final stages of preparation, that | was tapped on the shoulder 


by our jittery lead guitarist. 
"Have you see Vince anywhere? I've been trying to find him for almost an hour, but its fucking impossible 
with all these people everywhere." Glen yelled over the ruckus surrounding us. To assure his words for myself, 


| spun around, glancing over everyone's heads. 


"| don't think I've seen him since we actually got here. Maybe he went to try and find a spot to scribble in 


that notebook of his." Glen gave a curt nod in agreement, but hardly looked more relaxed. 


"He's our fucking lead singer. The whole center of the stage. Unless Mike can carry a tune, we're all royally 


fucked." 

"Who's fucked?" Mike butted in, joining into our small circle of worried yelling, 

"All of us if we can't find Vince in the next ten minutes. Have you seen him?" Glen asked hopefully. 

"Last | saw, he was going into the men's room on the west side. But that was at least five hours ago, so l'm 
not much help here. Sorry, guys." As Mike apologized for his ignorance, Dennis slid into our small circle, looking 
as equally worried as the rest of us. 

"Have you guys seen Vince lately?" He yelled. 


"No! We can't find him, have you seen him?" | asked, my own nerves starting to mount. 


"Yeah, two minutes ago. He had a chicken and his hands were dripping blood. What the actual fuck is going on 


with him?" No one answered Dennis's inquiry. No one could. How do you even react to a statement like that? 
"Did he say anything to you?" Glen finally managed to say. 


"Just to go as scheduled and he'd be on stage when needed. | didn't really ask him much else as | was fleeing 


from the scene!" 
"| don't know about you guys, but I'm not spending three days in a van with Vince again until he's back to 
normal, or we get an explanation, cause he's freaking me the fuck out!" Mike declared, an uncharacteristic 


seriousness in his eyes. 


"We're not going to. We're getting rid of this new Vince. | liked the old, sober one much better." Glen agreed. 


"We all did. He hasn't been the same since.. since that Ouija board." | murmured, talking to myself as much as 


anyone else. 


"Yeah! It was around then, wasn't it? Neal, | swear to God, if that witch ghost possessed Vince, l'm going to 


beat your ass with your own drum sticks!" Mike threatened, glowering. 
"If it was that board's fault, which it ISN'T, I'll be sure you're next" | glared at him. 


"Let's drop this for now, guys. We've got a show to put on” Dennis pointed out, shoving Mike and | away from 
each other before fists could be raised. 


"We're not going to wait for Vince?" Glen asked, adjusting the strap on the guitar slung over his shoulder. 
Dennis shrugged. 


"He told us to go on as scheduled. He'll either show up or make an ass of himself and us. If he knows what's 
good for him, he'll show up." His answer seemed to be good enough, prompting us all to take our places on the 
stage. For a rock and roll revival, the stage wasn't too deep. Definitely wide enough, but my kit was only a few 
feet from the edge of the stage. People could walk in front of it maybe one at a time, definitely no more. 


That was the last thought | remember having before a big pocket of blank memory space over the next 
twenty minutes or so. | don't remember playing any song we rehearsed, and even walking off the stage is 
blurry, though | know | must have. Either that or been dragged off. | don't remember how | got the bruises up 
and down my torso or why it hurt to walk. The entire show felt like a horrible, drugged-up haze. The details | 
do know as fact are from what the papers reported, the critics said, and from a fuzzy, blurry video recording 


Vince had taken onstage that | found in the studio years after. 


Walking onto the stage | had felt fine, eager and with a few nerves, but that was to be expected. | hardly 
noticed anything was wrong when my brain had stopped feeling like my own. The driver had fallen asleep behind 
the wheel, so to speak. | didn't know what | was doing, and | don't think anyone else did, either. Anyone except 
Vince. He seemed the most insane, but he was the one who was fully conscious of his every action. The 
football kicked into the audience, the pillows smashed, the feathers spread, the watermelon halves hammered, 
the wrestling match/fistfight he had gotten me involved in (that | may have initiated, but I'm not 100% sure)... 
The list goes on | watched the blurry tape over and over, never truly believing what | had seen, but every 


time, the pieces clicking together better in my head. 


The show was chaos, plain and simple. I'm not even entirely sure why anyone would keep a contract with us if 
what | had seen was what had actually happened. We weren't a band. We were a hodgepodge with a sociopath 
as a leader. A sociopath who happened to have not only killed a chicken onstage in front of thousands of people, 
but also drank its blood in front of them and us. If there was still anyone in our management who still had any 
doubts about Vince's mental state, draining a chicken of its blood should have been a clue that maybe there 


was something seriously wrong with this guy. 


Another Short Break From The Notebook To Bring You A 
Second Scene Inside Vince's Head 


~Inside The Mind Of Vincent Furnier, Shortly After The Chicken Incident Of 1969~ 
Alice, I've had enough of this. If this is your idea of being a rock star, | don't want it anymore. 


Bullshit. Hts all you've ever wanted Ever since you were a tiny litle choir boy. To sell a million records. Does that 
ring a bell? 


Yeah, but- 
You wanted fo lead a band To sing | just got you to play at the Rock And Roll Revival in front of Iiterally 
thousands of people. You have a record contract because of me, and an album that made the top 200 Its not 


my fault it only stayed for a week 


| didn't want to be this kind of rockstar. | don't want you in my head anymore. And | especially don't want 


anymore beer. It's gross. 
Every rock star drinks. If you want to fit in, you will too. 
Then what about the ritual you made me do in the men's room? Do all rock stars do that? 


That was to control your band They were all foo nervous. They were going to fuck it up somehow if we didn't 
stop them. 


How did we not fuck up anyway?! Neal jumped off an amp and we had a full-on fistfight for thousands to see! 
You messed with their minds. | don't want any part of this anymore. I'm done with you. Thanks for the help, 


but l'm done. 


dilly child You're not done. Youre not done until | say so, and | haven't said so yet. | most likely won't ever say so. 


Youre mine, Vincent 
No! Get out of my head! Get out of my body! Let me be me again! 
Thats impossible. You already let me in Im behind the wheel now, kid You're just here for the ride. 


Then why do you have to keep hurting me? All that drinking is making my head hurt all the time. And Neal 


really hurt me when he jumped on me from the amp. 


| may get your body, but | don’t get your pain 


What are you talking about? 


Let me spell this out for you plain and simple, Vince. You agreed to let me use your body. So I will And Im not 
giving it back The only way | can walk this Earth again of my own free will is if I kill your soul from inside. So | will 
beat you, | will hurt you, | will drink you to death | will alienate you from your friends and from my place at the 
top of the world, | will take it over, as it was always written | would Why do you think they burned me for being a 


witch in the first place? They found me out. But as long as Im in your body, lil be invincible. They can't stop me. 
So hop on for the ride, Vince; itll all be over soon.. 


Chapter b- September 1969, Approximately 5 Hours 
After The Last Notebook Chapter 


Things were tense the first few hours of the drive home. We were all recovering from hangover-like 
symptoms, and the entire van smelled of blood from the dried goop on Vince's hands and face. My head was 
still pounding, and | was craving some sort of pill to make it go away. All ideas of questioning Vince had 
completely left my mind. 


"Hey, asshole!" 
| seemed to be the only one. 


"What the fuck did you do, man?" Mike shrieked, grabbing the collar of Vince's shirt. "I know that was your 
fault, whatever happened up there!" Vince's expression didn't change. Even as he was pulled from his seat to 


the ground, it was cold, unmoving. 


"Fucking answer me!" He placed a kick to Vince's torso with every word. Everyone was far too dazed to 


properly comprehend what was happening, but we were shaken by the kicking. 


"Chill out, man!" Glen yelled, pulling Mike off Vince. "He's down. We need a little good cop before bad cop comes 
back. So sit!" Mike obeyed his order, grumbling and still sending a death glare towards Vince. 


"So, what was all that? Killing the chicken and drinking its blood?" He asked quietly, then turned to Dennis and 
me. "That happened, right? He drank chicken blood?" | shrugged and Dennis nodded. 


"You can't stop me." Vince declared, in a voice that was both his, and one | had never heard before. "The 

sacrifice has been made. The witnesses have seen. There is only one step left until the great return of the 
bride of Satan. You are mere mortals, to simply be used as puppets until the day of your swift and painless 
demise." He slowly got back on his seat, eyes gleaming with fury. "You have served me well thus far and will 


continue to serve until | no longer require your services." 


"Vince, | don't know what kind of pill you found in the men's room, but you're talking nonsense." Dennis yawned. 
Only once he said that did my mind start thinking rationally again. For a moment, | had been scared shitless, 
confused more than | thought possible and praying that it was all a bad dream. 


"Vince is no longer here. He started dying when he chose this path. | am Alice Cooper, bride of Satan, and 
bringer of destruction and doom to mankind." Vince purred, staring daggers at Dennis. "You've all worshipped 
these false idols. Simply because they make a noise. | took this body from Vince, promising they'd all admire 
him when he made the same noise. In a few years, his soul will be gone, and | will once again walk this Earth. So 


the next time we make a disc of noises, you will make them better, or you will face my wrath." 


We were speechless. Like, what do you even say to something like that? Generally, you'd tell him he had had 
enough to drink, get him some water and send him to bed, but there would be no bed for a few days, and 
Vince hadn't been drinking anything other than the chicken blood. Does that screw with your mind? Nah, he 
was fucked up before he said anything. At least we had a solid, definitive answer. Vince.. our good ol clean-cut 
pal, Vince Furnier, had made a deal with the bride of Satan so he could be a successful rock star. No big deal. 
Except it was, and he (she?) was planning on using us to take over the Earth and bring doom to mankind. There 
was just one more step in her (his?) master scheme. And we were the ones that needed to help... them 
achieve it. This is probably the only part of this story where | would have done everything the same way | 
ended up doing it; going along with what our processed friend told us to do. | just wish Glen could have stayed 
to see the end of the band with the rest of us... 


All us survivors are down to the very essentials of our supplies. We sent out two scouts a few minutes ago, 
two old geezers who decided that even if we all lived, they had nothing else to live for. | admire their courage. | 
only wish | had the same.. 


Chapter 1- September 1169, March ITT 


After Alice's declaration, none of us dared speak in her presence anymore. Not until she was out of earshot. | 
figure it's best to face the facts as | write this: Vince had died, and gone off to the great wherever. Whatever 
he had earned in his years of servitude and clean living. It was just so strange to see him sitting there. Still 
the same Vince | had seen every day for the past few years, except he wasn't Vince. The soul inside him 
wasn't Vince. Vince was dead and gone and there was nothing we could do about it except shut up and do as we 


were told. By Alice. The entity living inside Vince's body was Allice. Alice Cooper, bride of Satan and all that jazz. 


When we got back to LA, we all made a break for somewhere Alice wasn't. Literally anywhere we could talk in 
private about our situation Glen decided to pull us into the tiny club where we had met Shep, for no reason 
other than it was bound to be empty. Or packed tight enough Alice could never find us. Either way was an 


improvement. 


"So, miss bride-of-satan is sitting in our house, we can't get rid of her, and she's trying to bring death and 
destruction to mankind. What do we do?" Glen asked, as calmly as could be expected for such a statement. 


"Did anyone else notice the red eyes, or am | just crazy?" Mike whispered. 


"He.. She's crazy. We're just in a crazy situation" Dennis sighed. "Our lead singer has been possessed by a 
witch and is making us make better music so that people will idolize her. Totally not a big deal" His defeated 
tone brought our collective panic down a few notches closer to defeat. What could we do? There was nothing 


to do about the situation except hope it went away on its own. 


"You guys think there's any real chance Vince is still alive in there?" | asked softly. No one answered. As much 


as | didn't want to admit it, | knew the answer as well. 


"She's killed him, Neal. That's why he's been drinking so much in the last few weeks.. Alice was killing him off 
with alcohol. That's why he kept drinking, even after he vomited blood almost every day for a week.. And now 
she's killed him off completely. Vince is.. gone." Glen's voice broke halfway through his half-hearted rambles. | 
couldn't blame him. It's hard to let go of your best friend, even after they've been possessed and are trying 


to kill off humanity. 


"So... there's a witch in the band. A witch determined to make our band one of the most successful on the 
face of the Earth. That's what Vince asked her for, right? His dying wish and everything?" Dennis finally broke 


the silence after a few awkward seconds. 
"Yeah, so?" Mike asked dejectedly. 


"Well, we can't do anything for Vince, but can't we at least honour his memory by going along with Alice? It's 
his face and his voice that'll represent us. She can't change that. We can keep the band going for Vince." Dennis 
continued. Glen's spirit seemed to visibly lift. 


"You're right. Alice is trying to get us to be the best rock group the world has ever seen. That was all Vince 
ever wanted. For people to look at him and adore him. Let's keep going for him, guys. Our next album is going 
to be our best yet. Alice can say and write what she wants, but when we're all onstage together, itll be 


Vince's dream she's making come true." He growled, his eyes showing a desire of murder and determination 
"For Vince." | declared, putting my hand in the middle of our small group like a cheesy sports movie. 

"For Vince." Mike agreed, laying his hand on top of mine. 

"For Vince." Glen and Dennis nodded, putting their hands in the circle as well. 


From that moment, we decided we wouldn't fight against Alice. We would do as she wanted, and we would do it 
well. It was like Vince was playing the leader again, telling us his vision, and us respecting it, because Vince was 
right more often than not. Except in this case, it was Alice directing us, and she was always right. She was 
right when she insisted we move to Detroit in search of better prospects. She was right when she recorded 
the vocals for ‘Ballad Of Dwight Fry’ in a straightjacket. She was right when two singles from the album made 
it to the Billboard top 100, and the album got up to number 35. And how | hated her for it. How every decision 
she made was flawless. It made the grit and struggle we had faced so far seem almost futile. | told her so the 
night we were celebrating the bittersweet chart success of the album. | pulled Alice into the hallway of our 


apartment, clapping a hand over her mouth. 


"Okay, you've had your fun. We've made the album, and it did well. What are you still doing here?" | growled, 
holding her by Vince's skinny shoulders. 


| see the stereotype of drummer's being the slowest members of a rock group is true" She teased, 
practically purring. "I told you my intentions. I'm going to rid this flawless planet from the poison humanity has 
caused so that someday it'll be beautiful again” 


"And why did you need to sacrifice my friend for it?" | hissed, trying to seem intimidating. 


| gave Vincent an offer. He could have chosen to decline, but he didn't. | offered him the chance to become a 
rock star. A famous one. | simply failed to mention that his payment was his body. So he's given me use of it. 
It isnt my fault the human body isn't built to survive the amount of alcohol I've practically drowned him with." 


Alice shrugged. "Poor judgement on someone's behalf, though I'm not sure who's." 


"That's really it? You abducted his body, killed him, and are holding us hostage until you've made him a rock 
star?" Alice chuckled at my disbelief. 


"Not entirely, simpleton | require three things for the ritual to be completed before | can bring about the 
apocalypse. The sacrifice, the witnesses, and the following. | sacrificed the chicken at the festival for the cause, 
the audience were the witnesses for when | drank the blood, and once your band has made my name famous, 
the fans will be my following. The better the albums do, the bigger the following becomes. Once my following 


can fill stadiums, then the three elements of the rituals will exist, and the world as you know it will come to a 


close." Alice laughed, eyes glowing bright bloody red. 


The shock of seeing the normally brown eyes glow red again made me let go of Vince's shoulders in shock. 
Alice shook his hair, still smiling. 


"Good talk, Neal. I'll see you at rehearsal tomorrow.’ She sauntered away before | had any time to compose 


myself or come up with any sort of coherent words. 


And that's how | learned about our incoming doom. We could have either walked away then and there, and 
ignored the doom about to befall the world, or we could use our existing knowledge of what had happened to 
try and stop it. Neither happened, of course. Alice is currently sitting on a throne of bodies in the middle of a 
pile of rubble. She's still in Vince's body, still smiling his smile, and still laughing his laugh. We haven't heard 
from the survivors yet. They probably didn't make it much further than a few streets before getting 
crushed. | know what | have to do now. This whole ordeal is my fault. Its my responsibility to end it: 


| just need to finish the story.. 


Chapter B- February 1913 Until The Day Of The 
Reckoning 


The pattern continued on for a few years. We made a new album, and it was always more daring than the last 
one. Our following grew, but not enough for Alice. She wanted us at the top. Our fifth album ‘School's Out had 
made it to the second position on the US chart, and number one in Canada, but it still wasn't enough. So we 
tried one more time, pushing ourselves even harder, and we finally made it to the top ten in eight countries 


with ‘Billion Dollar Babies’. Alice made damn sure we knew we had finally made it. 


"You've served me well during the last few years. You've served Vincent well. You helped him realise his dream. 


The following has been gathered." She had told us once we got the news of the chartings. 

"So are you going to go and bring Vince back now?" Mike asked, glaring daggers at her. Alice only laughed. 
"None of you are too bright, are you? As I've explained time and time again, Vince is dead and gone. You will 
never speak to him again. The day of reckoning will come in two years’ time. You best all repent and pray to 
our lord Satan before the day comes for you." She turned on Vince's heel and walked out of the room. 
"She's wrong." | grinned, speaking quietly until | was sure she was out of earshot. 


"What do you mean?" Glen asked hopefully. 


"We talked to her when she was dead.. Who's to say Vince hasn't been waiting for us to do the same thing?" | 
shrugged. Dennis's jaw dropped. 


"Do you still have it?" He asked, his face seeming far more gleeful than it had in years. 


"Never got rid of it. | never thought I'd need it again, but | never got rid of it" | smirked "Maybe Vince has 
got the ghosty know-how to get the world out of this mess." 


"What are you waiting for, blondie?" Mike shrieked. "Bring us to the fucking board!" 

The four of them followed me to my apartment, and after searching for a while, | eventually found the worn- 
out board, pointer with the missing leg and all. | set it out and shut off all the lights, waiting for everyone to 
gather around and place their fingers on the pointer. 


"Vince... are you there, buddy?" Glen asked the ceiling. As if on cue, the pointer shifted to the word ‘yes’. 


l'm not a regularly emotional guy. None of us were. But I'll be damned if | didn't say we were all shredding a 


tear or two. 


"Is good to hear from you." | smiled, throat closing up with incoming sobs. 


"M-|-S-S-E-D-Y-0-U-G-U-Y-8" Glen read out, looking to be the closest to tears out of all of us. "Yeah, man. 


We missed you too." 


It was somewhat incredible, talking to your dead friend. | wasn't really sure | believed it was actually happening. 


But even if it wasn't, it was some ghost who had taken pity on us. 


"Vince, itd be great catching up, but do you know any way to stop Alice? She said the day of reckoning is 


coming." | cut in, trying to keep us on task. 


"N-O0-W-A-Y-I-T-R-I-E-D-S-0-R-R-Y"" Dennis called out the letters this time, Glen obviously too choked up 


to do it. A collective sigh went into the air as the final letter was selected. 


"IFs okay, man. We were just wondering." Mike muttered sadly. 
'L-E-A-V-E-A-5-A-P" Vince warned, the pointer far more speedy than when we had been talking to Alice. 


"ASAP?" Glen murmured worriedly. "Dude, we've still got one more record we have to do. We're under 


contract" He protested 
'L-E-A-V-E-A-S-A-P" The board repeated 

"Should've listened to your friend" A voice hissed from the doorway. Vince's voice. Spoken by Alice. 
"How'd you find us?" Glen demanded, his lip nearly trembling 


"You're loud. If you're so desperate to talk to Vincey again, I'm gonna make sure you're the first one who gets 
to talk to him." She grinned, looking directly at Glen. Vince's brown eyes started glowing the familiar red | had 
come to associate with anger, delight or spells being cast. "Glen Buxton sis isto loco primum occurrit qui fecit 
te." She whispered, the glow intensifying. Glen started looking more faint by the second until he became almost 
as pale as the dead and stumbled backwards, ending up on the floor. 


"As for the rest of you;" she pointed to us. "You'll make a final album with me, then you can run like the 


cowards you are." 


So we did. Glen woke up after Alice left the room, but never seemed quite the same after that ordeal. Growing 
sicker and weaker every day. He died this morning. The first casualty of the reckoning.. He went on to see 


Vince first, just like Alice said he would We made one final album, then left Vince's body and Alice behind. 


So now you see how it happened. The story of Vince, who just wanted to be loved, and Alice, who took that 
dream and twisted it to try and rid the planet of the evil she saw. And now its my turn to try and save the 


survivors, if | can. Maybe this notebook will make it to the history museums of the new world. It should.. It's 


the document of how it all started. 


| apologize for the rushed ending. Everyone is poking and prodding me to hurry up and finish. I'm just glad they 


haven't descended into cannibalism yet. 
| guess this is the end, little book.. 
Wish me luck 


Neal Smith, 1975 


“Inside The Mind Of Vincent Furnier, Day Of The Reckoning, I975~ 

What do you think, Vince? They all love you 

They dont love me. They despise you. Do them all a favour and make the survivors have a quick death. 
Even Neal? 

Neal first. Then the rest of the band. | miss them. 


As you wish, Mr. Furnier.. 


Chapter B- February 1913 Until The Day Of The 
Reckoning 


The pattern continued on for a few years. We made a new album, and it was always more daring than the last 
one. Our following grew, but not enough for Alice. She wanted us at the top. Our fifth album ‘School's Out had 
made it to the second position on the US chart, and number one in Canada, but it still wasn't enough. So we 
tried one more time, pushing ourselves even harder, and we finally made it to the top ten in eight countries 


with ‘Billion Dollar Babies’. Alice made damn sure we knew we had finally made it. 


"You've served me well during the last few years. You've served Vincent well. You helped him realise his dream. 


The following has been gathered." She had told us once we got the news of the chartings. 

"So are you going to go and bring Vince back now?" Mike asked, glaring daggers at her. Alice only laughed. 
"None of you are too bright, are you? As I've explained time and time again, Vince is dead and gone. You will 
never speak to him again. The day of reckoning will come in two years’ time. You best all repent and pray to 
our lord Satan before the day comes for you." She turned on Vince's heel and walked out of the room. 
"She's wrong." | grinned, speaking quietly until | was sure she was out of earshot. 


"What do you mean?" Glen asked hopefully. 


"We talked to her when she was dead.. Who's to say Vince hasn't been waiting for us to do the same thing?" | 
shrugged. Dennis's jaw dropped. 


"Do you still have it?" He asked, his face seeming far more gleeful than it had in years. 


"Never got rid of it. | never thought I'd need it again, but | never got rid of it" | smirked "Maybe Vince has 
got the ghosty know-how to get the world out of this mess." 


"What are you waiting for, blondie?" Mike shrieked. "Bring us to the fucking board!" 

The four of them followed me to my apartment, and after searching for a while, | eventually found the worn- 
out board, pointer with the missing leg and all. | set it out and shut off all the lights, waiting for everyone to 
gather around and place their fingers on the pointer. 


"Vince... are you there, buddy?" Glen asked the ceiling. As if on cue, the pointer shifted to the word ‘yes’. 


l'm not a regularly emotional guy. None of us were. But I'll be damned if | didn't say we were all shredding a 


tear or two. 


"Is good to hear from you." | smiled, throat closing up with incoming sobs. 


"M-|-S-S-E-D-Y-0-U-G-U-Y-8" Glen read out, looking to be the closest to tears out of all of us. "Yeah, man. 


We missed you too." 


It was somewhat incredible, talking to your dead friend. | wasn't really sure | believed it was actually happening. 


But even if it wasn't, it was some ghost who had taken pity on us. 


"Vince, itd be great catching up, but do you know any way to stop Alice? She said the day of reckoning is 


coming." | cut in, trying to keep us on task. 


"N-O0-W-A-Y-I-T-R-I-E-D-S-0-R-R-Y"" Dennis called out the letters this time, Glen obviously too choked up 


to do it. A collective sigh went into the air as the final letter was selected. 


"IFs okay, man. We were just wondering." Mike muttered sadly. 
'L-E-A-V-E-A-5-A-P" Vince warned, the pointer far more speedy than when we had been talking to Alice. 


"ASAP?" Glen murmured worriedly. "Dude, we've still got one more record we have to do. We're under 


contract" He protested 
'L-E-A-V-E-A-S-A-P" The board repeated 

"Should've listened to your friend" A voice hissed from the doorway. Vince's voice. Spoken by Alice. 
"How'd you find us?" Glen demanded, his lip nearly trembling 


"You're loud. If you're so desperate to talk to Vincey again, I'm gonna make sure you're the first one who gets 
to talk to him." She grinned, looking directly at Glen. Vince's brown eyes started glowing the familiar red | had 
come to associate with anger, delight or spells being cast. "Glen Buxton sis isto loco primum occurrit qui fecit 
te." She whispered, the glow intensifying. Glen started looking more faint by the second until he became almost 
as pale as the dead and stumbled backwards, ending up on the floor. 


"As for the rest of you;" she pointed to us. "You'll make a final album with me, then you can run like the 


cowards you are." 


So we did. Glen woke up after Alice left the room, but never seemed quite the same after that ordeal. Growing 
sicker and weaker every day. He died this morning. The first casualty of the reckoning.. He went on to see 


Vince first, just like Alice said he would We made one final album, then left Vince's body and Alice behind. 


So now you see how it happened. The story of Vince, who just wanted to be loved, and Alice, who took that 
dream and twisted it to try and rid the planet of the evil she saw. And now its my turn to try and save the 


survivors, if | can. Maybe this notebook will make it to the history museums of the new world. It should.. It's 


the document of how it all started. 


| apologize for the rushed ending. Everyone is poking and prodding me to hurry up and finish. I'm just glad they 


haven't descended into cannibalism yet. 
| guess this is the end, little book.. 
Wish me luck 


Neal Smith, 1975 


“Inside The Mind Of Vincent Furnier, Day Of The Reckoning, I975~ 

What do you think, Vince? They all love you 

They dont love me. They despise you. Do them all a favour and make the survivors have a quick death. 
Even Neal? 

Neal first. Then the rest of the band. | miss them. 


As you wish, Mr. Furnier.. 


